No other torch save what my dreams discover

at your bright eyes could have restored the light
to one who had renounced the name of lover

as his brief day yielded to gradual night.
For, if I wooed, 'twas only to recover

my practised soul that, stooping in its flight
now here, now there, did nothing more than hover,

and would not stay to be ensnared outright.
But caught at last, like the old men, I cry on

Helen, " Beside your beauty little matter

ten years of war or Ilion's towers that tumble.
Yet to your prey be gentle as the lion,

since  'tis  the peak,  not  grass,  that lightnings
shatter,

and love, a god, would have his captains humble/1
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